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THE SPECTEAL EOCK 




AJR out from land, and home, and rest. 
Upon the treacherous ocean's breast. 
Becalmed beneath a radiant sky, 
A band of mariners did lie. 



No gallant ship did safely bear 

Them through the oft tempestuous air. 

Or bid the rough devouring deep 

Its liquid shroud from off them keep. 



Each in a small and fragile boat 
Did through the moving crystal float ; 
Each his own captain, crew, and freight, 
On tide and fickle breeze to wait. 



Strange spectacle, for men to be 
A host of units on the sea ; 
Ten thousand furlongs out from land, 
A helpless, disunited band. 

They drifted on : the dazzling day 
Did gently shake its gorgeous ray 

From the fair palette of the sky, 
To tint the ocean far and nigh. 



Reposing nature softly breathed ; 
With quiet peace the waters heaved ; 
No sound was heard, save air and sea 
Eehearsing rippling melody. 



Oh ! sleeping notes of song, arise, 
March round the arches of the skies, 
Through which let echoing anthems ring. 
Till air and sea, responding, sing 



Aloud their secrets. Ah ! what tales 
Are drowned for aye, or by fierce gales 
Asunder torn and scattered wide 
Upon Oblivion's ebon tide. 



The host of mariners was gay, 
And gladly sung a cheerfal lay, 
With jokes and jests beguiled the hour, 
Exempt from trouble's heavy shower. 



One youth than all more blissful seemed ; 
From his bright visage rapture beamed ; 
liost, where in maze of frenzied joy 
Sweet pleasures change to sour alloy. 



Deaf to rebuking wisdom's voice. 
Unstable happiness his choice ; 
Fast chasing mirth's deceiving spark. 
He broke the bulwarks of his bark. 



Dismayed, his comrades shouted, ** Hold ! 
What madness doth thy deeds unfold ; 
Beware the tempest's potent rage, 



Nor war with thine own welfare wage." 



He heedless answered, " Silence, fool&; 
Delight my heart serenely rules ; 
To-morrow's looming griefs away; 
I'll bask in pleasure's smile to-day," 



Anon the sun, from realms of bahn^ 
Grew tired of viewing nature's calm^ 
And bade attendant breezes rise. 
To roll black curtains round the skies^ 



In the dim distance, wrapt in gloom. 
Mysterious portrait of the tomb, 
A sombre outline awful rose. 
Of forked ice, the haunt of woes* 



Around it chilly vapours laid, 
And doleful murmurs discord made 
Within its confines grim, and light 
Electric lit this thing of night. 



From whence it came, or whither bound, 
Were secrets hoary and profound ; 
Foul offspring of dark mystery. 
Yet grand with sable majesty. 

Soon every eye the object viewed, * 
All thoughts with hazy fears imbued ; 
In silent wonder watched the throng 
That floating mystery full long. 



At length one anxious sailor spoke, 
'* Comrades, what is yon gloomy cloak 
Of shade and mist, whose heavy fold 
From view doth some fell object hold ? 
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" Were I in superstitious mood, 
My mind upon the scene would brood. 
Till peopled fall became the place 
With ghosts and furious fiends apace. 



" Ah ! see ! it moves ! it moves ! it floats ! 
It creeps ! it glides towards our boats ! 
Woes, horrors, dangers, griefs impend ! 
May God and angels us defend !" 



To this an old man said, " Be calm. 
Nor frantic rave of direst harm ; 
Take heart, and childish fears disdain ; 
Let hero zeal deep courage gain. 



" Yon mystery of old I know ; 
I*ve seen it clothed with beauteous glow ; 
More often dark with storms and cold ; 
And always dreadfol to behold. 



'' Quail not, it is a floating tomb ; 
Eternal harbinger of doom ; 
High, frozen, adamantine walls 
Encircle horror's spacious halls. 



" Within it dwells a vengefcd sprite. 
Monarch of that foul realm of night, 
Who myriad captive mortals rules, 
And their hot rage with torture cools. 



** He roams that ghastly barren hill 
To all the air with bowlings fill ; 
With fitful leap or sluggish crawl 
He moves his body gaunt and talh 



** There rumbhng sounds perpetual rise, 
And scenes of anguish dim the eyes ; 
All hope, revenge, and respite gone, 
Each helpless captive weeps forlorn. 
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" By the black magic of the king 
With sudden roar the wild rocks ring ; 
Forces, long bound with frozen chains, 
Tumultuous heave the ice-clad plains* 



" From central throne the monarch fierce 
With furious eye the gloom doth pierce, 
Wills and commands more abject prey 
To taste the terrors of his sway. 



" Obedient to his tyranny. 
His whole dominion roams the sea, 
Till the insatiate tyrant gains 
More men to people his domains. 



** In us his expedition ends ; 
From us he'll wrest reluctant friends, 
And waft them through the fi:eezing air 
To yonder dungeons of despair." 
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The old man ceased— each face was pale, 
And soon from all sides rose a wail 
Of agonising dread, which drowned 
The rising tempest's hollow sound* 



Aiid then arose the panic-cry, 
** Away, away, from danger fly ; 

Pace not a foe we dare not fight- 
Speed through the shades of darkening night." 



Commotion and confusion reigned ; 
For safety each to flight constrained ; 
And, terror-stricken, fast they fled. 
As from the armies of the dead. 



All but the youth, who in the morn 
Did gaily prudent counsel scorn ; 
His damaged bark rode on the sea 
Useless, though great the jeopardy. 
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In vain he strove to breast the wave ; 
Full slow the surging tide he clave ; 
TiU, from Ms comrades far behind, 
He battled frantic with the wind. 



He groaned with fear-he shrieked for aid, 
Convulsive efforts madly made ; 
" Alas !*' he cried, " had I but known, 
This grief from pleasure ne'er had grown. 



" I'm lost. My life's short voyage is done ; 
No prize obtained, no honour won ; 
By mine own folly scowls the grave. 
1*11 die not. Help ! save ! save ! " 

A few who heard the piteous plaint 
Did on their hearts his perils paint, 
Engraving deep his anguish there, 
Ulxmied with love's irradiance fair. 
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They hastened back to succour yield, 
Their soul to danger stoutly steeled, 
Eager to soothe their friend's distress, 
And him with welcome safety bless. 



Yet vain the effort, all their care 
Could do no more than safely bear 
Each tiny bark above the wave, 
And their own life from shipwreck save. 



Then rose a lamentation loud, 
Clothing the heart as with a shroud ; 
Cries, moans, and wails commingled swelled 
In discord harsh, and swift compelled 



The throes of sympathy to live. 
And numerous weeping offspring give 
To men— pain, grief, solicitude. 
Fear, dire alarms, and sorrows rude. 
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" Alas ! what woe overwhelms our soul ! 
How high the waves of anguish roll I 
Impotent witnesses of pain, 
While roaring terrors ruthless reign ! 



** But see, yon frowning ice-hill draws 
Nearer our group its gaping jaws ; 
Haste, comrades, from the rock away ; 
"We needless die if here we stay." 



Just then a man, whose aspect mild 
Softly from surging fears beguiled, 
Arose serene to peace invoke, 
And thus in silvery accents spoke — 



" Ye sons of sorrow's rushing wave. 
Ye pilgrims to the dread dark grave, 
Ye trembling slaves of tyrant fear, 
To my short utterance give ear ! 
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" Alarmed ye heard of hideous woe 
Scattered by yon advancing foe,' 
Whose gnashing rage and foaming spite 
With terrors fill the halls of night. 



" Half true, half false that doleful tale. 
At which the cheek grew, ghastly pale ; 
True, that yon power doth capture men, 
And bar them in his blood-grimed den ; 



" False, that for ever they remain 
Fast bound with adamantine chain. 
All hope, all joy eternal flown. 
In helpless misery to groan. 



** Beyond this cha^ngeful climate's bound 
A Being dwells, who far around 
With rule omnipotent holds sway 
O'er night's sepulchral grim array. 
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** All powers, dominions, armies, thrones, 
Attend his words and watch his tones ; 
Speed to obey his righteous will. 
Or cease to ravage, torture, kill. 



" All are his servants ; tribute give 
To him by whose good grace they live ; 
And while their own designs they weave. 
But for his glory aught achieve. 



'* Yon tyrant is his vassal bold. 
Though king of desolations cold ; 
His deeds of rage in ice- wreathed bowers 
Work the high wish of heavenly powers. 



'* Though oft frail mortals he doth bind, 
And bear them swift on raging wind. 
The stormy passage brings his charge 
To fairer regions bright and large. 
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** Perforce he sets his captive free 
Upon the confines of the sea, 
Where beauteous continents extend, 
Whose glory doth heaven's pomp transcend. 



*' Man's destiny upon that shore 
Unfolded is in sacred lore ; 
Or dark, or fair, by free desire. 
Loves genial warmth, or hates hot fire. 



" Behold ! yon rock moves nearer fast ; 
And keener blows the piercing blast ; 
Soon will the dreaded danger fall, 
And sorrow weave its gloomy pall. 



** What griefs impend I well divine, 
Around prophetic visions shine, 
One victim's blood alone shall flow 
To wash Time's holocaust of woe. 
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'* It is our youthful friend, whose day, 
Dissolved in night, shall fade away, 
While he from us doth disappear 
Upon the silent wings of fear. 



'' Yet there is hope of endless rest 
In the wide domain of the blest ; 
And happy he who safe doth land 
On joy's eternal, boundless strand. 



" Prepare for thy departing hour ; 
Court gracious Heaven's absolving power ; 
Stand ready on the verge of time 
To float to the ambrosial clime." 



Sudden the storm's pent fury burst ; 
For dark destruction's waste athirst ; 
Flapped its huge wings convulsive round. 
And tore the air with fitful sound. 
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In panic rose the startled wave ; 
Soft fluttering foam the air did lave ; 
Mountains and caves did swift appear, 
Fantastic phantoms grim and drear. 



Unearthly discord reigned supreme, 
Like some strange terrifying dream ; 
All maddened nature frantic roared, 
And furiously its griefs outpoured. 

Amidst the tumult proudly rode 

The lord of agonies* abode ; 

Its sable masses dreadful towered ; 

To ruthless crush and wreck empowered. 



It fast approached with magic ghde ; 
A moment shades and mist divide, 
And on its sombre summit stood 
The dreadful tyrant of the flood. 
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He opened wide his hideous jaws ; 
Outstretched his spikfed, slimy claws ; 
His jagged and heavy sceptre raised ; 
And round with vacant vision gazed. 



Then all about him roar and flame, 
Volcanic fury, rushing came, 
Swept forward seething through the storm, 
Devouring thing of spectral form. 



Then awfal hush and empty space ; 
Vacant the rude rocks* silent place ; 
Sheer had the mystic monster gone ; 
And clean away the youth was torn. 



Around his boat friends gathered sad. 
Awhile with gushing anguish mad. 
Till, bathing at the foimt of grief. 
They gained a solemn, calm relief. 
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Then, on the surface of the tide, 
The sinking bark did slowly glide ; 
And soon adown the opening wave 
Its journey to oblivion clave. 
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